Poctrp.

(*7~Hore is a rousing poetical appeul, conceived in
the right epirit, uttered ia the right form, mude ar the
right time, and addressed to the right people. Down
wilh this pro-siavery Union!

From the Liberty DBell.
The Worth of the Union.
WY URORGE & NURLEICH,

Brave heact of granile firmness,
That to one Northland gives
The bounding tide of valor’s blaod,—
The pulse whereon she lives; —
Why beats that pulse so leebly,
That was wonl to leap 5o high?
Why hend so low, thou stubborn neck,
To the Southrou’s ehivalry ?

Sons of the brave New England!
Yeo are plundered, ye nre whipt,

Yo are shot, and hanged, nnd fenered;
Yet how dumb and lily lipped

Are your brothars, are your fathers,
Ara the rulers of your land.—

Nav, linking with the murderer's,
Their own heart and their hand!

O Brothers of the Northland!
What menns that huelnga lip?
Have yo no blood to crimson sught
But the Southron’s knife and whip!--
No drop in all your fluttering hearis
That pallid cheek to tinge?—
Or why so very lily-like
Do ye nod, and duck, and criage?

Ila! children of the Meckness,
Is it Peace ye love so well,

Whone boast i in your warrior sires,
And tho rights Tor which they fell,

That ye have borne thus tamely
The ingolence of (hose

Whose bounty lives in thievery
Whose chivalry is blows?

See, now, those righta are trampled
By|Blavary’s iron hoof,

And the honor of your Mothers
This day is put to proof;

Yo are but bass:born cowards,
Bogot by drivelling slaves,

If yet so meanly yo endure
The whip that o’er ye waves.

Have ye not borne enough, und more,
The menace and the blow?

Or will ye crouch again, and lick
The foot that spurned ye sol

Tlow many a Northmen®a blood must (eed
'The Southron’s famished eod,

#nd reeking from ths blighted plains,
Appesl from Man to God ;—

How many a Hall of Freedom,
In hornd sacrifice,

*Mid the howl of Siavery’s hell doge,
Go blszing to the skies;—

How many a trembliog matron
Watch o'er ker bonted son,

In whom the taint of Liberty
Hag brought the loud pack on,—

Fre ye find your blanching Mashood,
Aud rise upon their track;

Aund with strong heart and hand
At their peril bid thern back?

Calmly ye saw your symhol Dird
On snother’s dove-cote stoop,
And bsar away his fluttering prey,
At one destroying swosp;
Yo saw nim tear the Baby
From the shricking Mothor's breast,
Fleshing his beak in its soft check;
And still your hande could rest.

Now bis impartisl hunger
Domands another prey,
And from your own warm hearth fires,
He'plucks your sons nway.
Their blood, of Man unhesded,
O'er Heaven's high wall doth climb,
To plead against the robber-lend,
Where mercy is & crime.

From far Floridia hear ye not
The gride of the prison dvor? .
And Jthe heavy clank of dungeon.chains
From blood etained Baltimore?
These are the bolts and manacles
New England’s children earn,
When their generous souls, with pity,
For their bleeding brothers yearn.

Low pining in bis noisome vault,
With burning hearl and brain,

Shall the pale and dying captive
Appenl to you in vain?

Then must the damp-mouthed dungeon,
Mote pitiful than ye,

With its putrid breath of poison,
Bid the prisoned soul be free.

Now by our Humen Nature,
Wrung to its last extremes
OF tyrant wrong, and servile fear,
Of suffering love,and vengeance drear,—
And by the nightmare dreams
Of gorged Oppression’s blouled fiend,
With haman blood replate,
Startled by terrors from sbove,
And minea beneaih his feot,—
And by your plundered households,
And your brothers’ murder shricks,—
By your redly blazing temples,
Whoee every fire tongue speaks;
By Alion’s doafening death-cry,
And Cincinoati's shawe,—
By Peonsylvania’s glowing Hall—
Her Freedom's funeral flame,~-
By all the Southern dungeons
That bold your crimeless sons, —
And the despairiug bondman's prayers
And burning malisons,— _
Be roused from shameless slumbering!
The bend is &t your throat,

That from the Dlack man's forchead
The ¢rawn of Manhood smote.

Now gpeak !~ or, dumb forover,
Trail on your elankiog chain,
And give your white eheek tothe brand,
And ¢reep around your plundered land
On plinnt koee and coward hand,
In Slavery’s spaniel train!
Put on your ancient valor,
And rise, i vet ye can,
Till the haughty Tyrant trembles
Bofore the upright Max;
And from Canadian forests,
O'er nll our rugged hills,
On 10 Virginin’s mountnins,
One voice like thunder thrills,—
Dawn with the bloody Union!

Mighty alone to spoil ! [
Wrench off its anaconda folds,
Or perish in their coil!
Pluck down that fustian banner,
Whose gtars gleam redly there,
Like demon eyes, wide-blighting all !
Boneath their eavage glare; I
And rend its strenks of crimgon, |
Types of the hungry lash, i
That ploughs its livid furrows deep '
On woman's naked flesh! |
#No Untos witn Stavenornggs!"
Down with the blood-strenked flag!
Trample tha gore-writ Compact
With Slavery’s wrinkled hag!
We snap the bond which held us;
Aund, to remotest time,
Stand severed from the robber land,
Where mercy is a crime!

—

fiscellancous. i

The Christian Colony.

———

BY LYDIA MARIA CHILD,

Tho highest gifts my woul has recoived, during its
world-pilgrimage, have often been bestowed by thoss |
{ who were poor, both in money and 1ntellectual culu-
vation. Among these donore, | particularly remem.
ber a hard-working, uneducated mechanie, from Iadic
ana or lllinms.  [a told me he was one of thirty or
forty New Enzlanders, who, twalve vears before, had
gons out to settle in the western wilderness. They
were mostly neighborg, nnd had been drawn to unile
together in emigration from n general unity of opio-
ion on various subjects. For some years previous,
they had been in the habit of mesting acensionally at
each others’ houses, to talk over their duties 10 God
and man, in all simplicity of heart. The library
wan the Gospel, their pricsthood the inward light,
There were then no anti-slavery societies; but thus
taught, and reverenily willing o learu, they had no
need of such ngency, to discover their duties to the
enclaved. The ¢fforts of peace societies had reach-
ed this secluded band only in broken echoes; and
non-resistance societied had no existence. But with
the volume of the Prince of Pence, and hearls open
to his influence, what need had they of preambles
and resolutions?

Rich in God.culture, this little band started for the
far West. Their inward liomes were blooming gar-
dens; they made their outward in & wilderness, They
were industrious and frugal, and all things prosperad
under their hands. But soon wolves came near ihe
fold, in the shape of reckless, unprincipled adven-
turers; believers in force and cunning, who acted ac-
eording to their ereed. The colony of practical
Christinng spoke of their depredations in ferms of
gentlest remonstranee, and rapaid them with unvary.
ing kindnegs. They wont farther-~they openly an-
nounced, *You may do us what evil you choose; we
will return nothing but good.® Lawyers came inlo
the neighborhood, and offored their services to settle
disputes. Thev snewered, “We have no neced of
you. As neighbors, wo receive you in the most
friendly epirit; but for us, vaur oceapation has ceased
to exist.” “What will you do, if raseals burn your
baras, and steal your harvests? ©We will return
good for evil. We believe this is the highest truth,
und thorefors the best expediency.™

Wher the rascals heard this, they considered it &
murvellous good joke, and said and did manv provok.
ing thinge, which to them seemed witty. Bars were
taken down in the night, and cows let into the corn
fields. The Chrigtians repaired the damnge os well
a8 they could, putthe cows in the barn, snd at twi-
light drave them gently home; saying, “Neighbor,
your cows haye been in my fiold, 1 have fed them
woll during the day, but [ wonld not keep them all
night, lest the children should suffer for their aulk.”

If thie was fun, those who planned the joke found
no heart to laugh st it. By degrees, a visible change
came over these troublesome neighbors. They ceas.
od to cut off horees' tails, and break the legs of poul-
try. Rude boys would say to s younger hrother,
“Don’t throw that sione, Bill! When 1 killed the
chicken last week, did'ot they send it to mother, be.
cause they thought chicken broth would be good for
Mary? 1 should think you’d be ashamed to throw
stonesal their chickens,” Thus was evil overcome
with good; till pot one was found to do tham wilful
injury.

Yeara passed on, and saw them thriving in worldly

| or efjuily, would bo regarded. The first day's sale
|ghowed that speculatiou ran to the verge of insnnity,
Land was eagerly bought in, at seventeen, twenty-
five, and forty dollars an acre. The Chrstian Colo
ny hadsmall bope of retaining their farms.  As first
gettlers, they bnd chasen the best land; aud persever
ing indusiry had brought it into the highest cultiva.
pon, s market value was much greuter than the
| neres already sold, at exorbitnm prices. In view of
| these Tacts, they had prepared their minds for anoth.
{ ot remove into the wildernese, perhaps to be sgain
| vjected by asmmilar process. Bt the morning their
[ lot wae offered for sale, thoy olserved with grateful
-'sutpriﬁe. that their neighlors were everywhere busy
[ nmong the erowd, begging and expostulating: *Don'i
{ bid oo these lands!  These men have been working
'bard on them for ten years. During oll that time,
| they never did harm to man or brute. They nre ol
way g ready 1o do good for evil.  Thev are n blessing
ta any neighborhood. It would be s sin and a shame
to bid on their Inad,  Let them gu, at the government
price.”

The eale came on ; the cultivators of the soil offered
81 25; intending to bid higher 1if necessary, B
among oll that erowd of selfish, reckless speculators,
not one bid over them! Withoul une opposing voice,
the fair acres returoed to them. ] do oot kouow n
more remarkeble instance of evil overcome with
good. The wisest political economy lies folded up in
the maxims of Christ.

With delighted reverence, | listened 1o this unlet.
tered backwoodsman, ne he explumed his philosophy
of universal love. “What would you do,” said |,

| il an idle, thieving vogabond came rmong vou, re

solved 1o stay, but dotermined not Yo work?” “We
would give him food wheo hungry, shelter lim when
cold, and alwaye treat him as a brother.,” “Wauld
not this process attract such characters? How
would you avoid being overrun with them? “8uch
characters would either reform, or not remain wih
ua Ve ghould never speak nn angry word, or re
fuge to minister 1o their necessities; hut we ghould in-
variably regard them wih the deapest sadness, ns we
would a guilty, but beloved son,  ‘I'his 1= harder for
the humau soul to bear, than whips or prisons. Thav
could oot stand it; | am sure they could not. It weuld
sither melt them, or drive them awav, o nine cuses
out of ten, 1 believe it wauld melt them.”

I felt rebuked for my wanat of fanh, snd consequert
shallowness of insight,  That hard handed laborer
brought greater richesio my soul than an easiern
merchant laden with pearls.  Agaio | repeat, money
15 not wealth.

Daniel G’Connell.

The following is an extract from the late travels of
Viscount D'Artingeourt, now publishiog, in coutinua-
tion of Waldie’s Library :

O'Connel broke up the sesembly, aod then still
surrounded by adulation, inceose, and homage, took
the road to Tara Hall, an immense mansion belonging
to Mr. Lynch, and situated at tke foot of the Mounwzin
of Kings. There, under a vast tent, a banquet of
from one thoussnd to one thousand two hundred covers
wns propared, at which the Liberator was to preside,
Theo managers of the entertainment had ncluded me
among the guesis; & room had been kept for me 1o the
house, and | was tald that my placo et table would be
by the side of tho illustrious chiof. | went 10 Tara
Hall* accompanied by Heory Grattan, | was most
eager (o enler inlo conversation with O'Connel, and |
was conducted to a small sitting room, whither he nad
retired 1o enjov some repose afier the exertions of the
moroing.  ‘I'he great Hall of the manston was [ull ul
company : ho was 1o join tham st a later hour,

Only one or iwo of the Liberator’s most intimate
friends, and the host's daughier, the pretty Miss Catl-
erine Lynch, were with lum. He welcomed me wih
gracious courtosy, and made me sit on the sola beeide
him. | had thus an oppertunity of regarding hun at
my leisure.

O'Connellis (all,* and girongly Luili; one would
suppose him to be o wrestler ol the olden tme.  His
eye is apimaled and ictelligent, his voice is keea ano
sonorous. He expresses himself elegantly and quietly,
and with convincing sincerity and earncstnesn, Hin
gestures are often cigaified, and though there is o
certain vulgarity in his physiognomy, yet his depori-
mentismajestic. o possesses, moreover, all the goud
qualities and all the defects necessary for a popular
orator, being by turas rough and smooth, energene
and yielding, courteous and sbrupt.

Our conversation was extromoly snimated; hespole
of the Queen with profound respect, and of her Gor-
eroment with bitter georn,

“Welliogon,” said he to ma, “was born 8ix miles
from 'I'an. and this Irishman thinks only how he can
most injure Ireland: he will nut succeed, 1 hope.
Besides bie has solved a problom for me; he has proved
that without actions of real merit, withoul superior
talents, one may become a great man entirely by acoi-
dent and chance. It wes at the very moment when
he wasabout to fly from Waterloo that he found him
sell suddenly viclorious: snd he was the last who ex-
pected it.”

| wasanxious o speak to O'Connell of the dengers
of rébellion, and of the risks they themselves ran who
opened to others ihe career of revolt.

|, like you, baie sedition," he answered; “but op
pression is also adioustome. 1 do not labor to over

substance, bayond their naighborg, yet beloved by all,
From them the lawyer and the congtable obtamed no
fees. The sheriff stammered and apologized, when
be took their hard-earned goods in payment for the
war-tax. Thoy mildly replied, **Tis a bad irade,
friend. Examine it in the light of conscience and seo
if it bonot s0.” But while they refused to pay such
fees mnd taxes, they wera liberal to s proverb iu their
contributions for all ueeful and benevolent purposes.
Atthoend of ten years, the publie lands, which
they had chosen for their farms, were advertised for
sale at auction. According to custom, thoss who had
settled and coultivated the soil, were considered to have
a right to bid it in at the government price; whichal
that timo was §1 25 per wcre. Bat the fever of land
spaculation then chancad to run unnsually high. Ad
venturers from all parts of the country were flocki
to the auction ; and capitalis's in Baltimore, Philadel-

throw, but to be free. I shall tnumph by the foree of
principle, by the irresistible progress of buman thought;
by the broath of civilization, which conlers a new ex-
istence on mankind, and by the support of a God of
Justice, [ shall bave no need of war.”

“You may be antacked—persecuted.”

“Persecationa! let lhem come. They will increase
=y power,"

“But if the eword quit the sheath? If the axe
menace your headst"

“Oh, then, I have but lo say one word, and on the
following day I shall have under my banner an army
of five hundred thousand men, unay, & million if ve-
cessury.”

“How would you arm your roops?™
“Nothing easier! They would take the enemy’s

*1t bas been aflirmed that O'Connell’s head, next

phis, New York, and Boston, were sending agenisto|
buy up western lands. No one supposed that custom, '

to that of Napoleon, is the broadest aud largest that
has ever been known,

muskets and cannons from bim, The enemy himsel(
would pass over to their colors with arms anl bag-
goge. | should still eonquer without fighung"

O'Connell spoke with persnagive eloquencs. This
ol tan, who 1s said to be near hig ssventy-fifih year,
retoingin his features and thoughts all the energy of
a more vigorous nge.
“You oraa poet? he resumed., “Here nro some
lines | composed yesterday, before the mueting of
Tara."
He read me the fullowing stanza:

“Oh, Erin! shall it e'er ba mine

To wreak thy wronga in batle line,

T'o ra1se my vietor head and seo

Thy hills, thy dales, thy people free!

That gleam of blies is all | crave

Batween my Inbors and the grave.”

+ Daxier O'Coxxenr, M. P

for the County of Cork,

From the New York Trilune.
Letter from Cassius M. Clay.

Honace Grorvy, Esq —The deep ond beartfolt
remonstrances of friends, elicited by my apparent
willingness to resort (o the Ducel, displayed 1o the firat
number of 1the True American, notwihsisnding the
very peculiar and trymg circumstances i which |
hava been placed, have led me to give this much deba-
ted gubject my most serious and deliberate reflection.
Whilst I shall ever eontond for the right of sell de-
fence where the civil power cannot or will not come
tamy rescue: 60 where the laws are suflicient lor pros
teoiion and the public sentiment enforces them, there
I nm willing to eonfess that the Duel cannoc be Justi-
fird. Having lully wsted the legal and morai powes
of my native Btnte, to which I owe invinlste allegi-
nnce, | jee! that | oweit 1o her—ta onr Nationnl Re.
ligion—and 1o the Spirit of the Age, thut [ should gub-
ject mysell’ to their gole protection. | therofora fors
mnlly pledge mysell neverngain to offer or aceept
chnlienge, ar in any manner to give Duelling my
connlenance or support.  Believing that this annun-
eiation would not vnly be agreeabls to yow, but 1o
many friends who have been sokind nsto manilest on
interest 10 my humble fortunes, associnted  In some
sightdigree wih the cause of Republicanian and
eatiannl  Laberty, | venture to ask for this note an -
serfion in yonr widespread eclumns.  Your friond
C. M, CLAY.

and ob't wervan?,

Lexington, Ky, July Lh, 1845.

“Love vour Exexy.'—The following was first
publishied in the London Chrigtian Quserver: —

A slevo in ope of the West Indies, who had origi-
anlly come {rom Alrica having beeo brovght under the
tolluence of religious wstruction, became singulurly
valuable to his owner, on account of his integrity and
genersl good eonduct,  Alter gome lime s masier
saiaed him to a situation of seme congequence i tho
munagement of Lis wstate; and on one uocasion, wish-
g tu purchase twenty additionnl slaves, emploved
him to make tho selecuon, giving him anstruction 1o
choose those who wera sirong and  likely 10 make
good workman. I'he man went 1o the slave market
and commencen his geronny. e bad not long sur-
veyed the muliitude offered for gale, befurs he hxed
his eye upan an old aud decrepnt sluve, and told big
muster that he must beone,  The paor fellow begoud
thot hie might be indulged ; when the dealer romark-
ed, that il they were aboutio buy twenty, he would
give them that man 1o the bargam. The purcliase
was accordingly made, and the elaves weore conducied
to the |u|-mlnliun ol theie masier; bat upun gone did
the seloctor bestow half the atteution and care, that
he did upon the paour old deerepit A friean, o ook
him to i own habitation, and latd i upon s vwn
bed; he fod him ot his own wble, and gove hin drink
out of his own eup; wheo ho was cold he cartigd hin
intv the supshine; snd whea he was hat, he placed
him under the shude of the cocoa.-nut tree.  Aston-
ished at the attention this confidentinl slave bestowed
upan a lellow slave, b master inerrogaied bim up-
on the subject. He said, “You could not take so
mueh intarcst in the old man, but for some speciul
reason: hets a relotion of yours: perhaps your Isth-
wr®™  ©No, magsa,” answered the poor lellow, *he
nn my fader.” e is theo an older Lrothes M uNo,
mossa, lie no my broder ! *T'hen ha 15 nn uncle,
or suma other relation ! “No, massa, he no be my
kindred at all, nor even my friend ! w'Then,” asked
thy magter, Yon what secount does he excite your
interest 1 VHe my esemy, mussa;" replied the
glave; “he sold mo to the slave dealer; wnd my Bible
tell me, when my enemy bunger, fevd bim, sod when
he thirst, give him drink."

Gorp port Evin—FEscare oF A Srave--A vesgel
from Charleston, 8, C., arrived at our wharves a lew
days sinco. Among other goods and chattles, sho
brought one likely alave. Soua after her arnival, the
slave wag sent on shore on an errand.  Heary soon
perceived that his shackles had fallon off upon our
fres soil; or it may be (ha! some [riend of our “pecu-
iinr mstitutions” gave him a hint that his master,
naving brought him voluniarily into the area of free-
dom, 1t was at his own option whether 0 remain  or
return (o the sunny South, Strange a8 it mayv seem,
the black mao preferrec the rugged Nurth, nnd at our
lnst advices was well on his way toword Capada.~—
Now thig is what we call returning good for evil.—
When colored men from the North go South, they aro
seized and shut up in prigon; but when colored men
Irom the South come to the North, they are bid wel-
come lo the whole area of Ireedum,— Boston Trae.
A fogitive from the blesaings and Boggings of the
“potrinrchal institution,” as they are digpensed in the
city of Charleston, 8, C,, passed through town last
weok. s mnster, he stated 1o us, was a Methodist
clergyman, who preached on Sunday ond reced
horses on week days. e had alwsys been kindly
reated himgell, but last winter his master seld hia
wife nnd the mother of his two children 10 go 1o New
Orleans, und when o the phrenzy of agony at being
thus lorn away and separated forever, \be poor slave
attempted to rescue ber from the hands of the pur-
chaser, a blood hound was set upon him and tore his
flagh~~for which be could not forgive his mnester, He
leaves his two children ard a mother sull in bondege
to the reverend horse-jockey, and only desires for
himsolf to labor for & living in the free air and

among (he free men of tbe North,—Spring field Gas




